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ONE WAY TO

MAKE RESOLVES

i

l HE man who resolves not to enT courage folly In others Is an
ovorlndulgent hi: ' ltratoo
easy going fat he vows

ami resolutions are nlar...iuI; wnen
they are made, but are of short dura-
tion usually and should not ho taken
seriously by his family.

The woman who resolves to keep
track of the household expenses and
the girl who swears to keep a Journal
uro hopeless. If they carry out their
threats, and to the very hitter end.
they become unbearably complacent.
If thoy fall It pains one to think how
weak of will they are. You see. there
is absolutely no way to please one's
friends In this New Year's business.

The only way to make a New Year's
resolution with any hope of keeping It
and your natural and amiable hearing
toward the world Is to adapt J. M.
Barrle's recipe for enjoying a day In
bed. The fun of staying all day In
bed, says that canny Scot. Is to begin
by saying, "I will get up in llfteen
minutes " When the flfteen minutes
f
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"i sweau I"

ore up you continue to nap or lounge.
But you must not say: "I'll stay here
nil day. How delicious!" You must
Bay, "Another half hour and then I'll
have to get up." Hut at the end of
the liaff hour you still rest among tho
pillows. And so on. tasting your ease
all day long.

And that's the way to make New
Year's resolutions. Say, "I won't buy
bargains or smoke or drink or read
French novels or go to problem plays
this month." Then at tho end of tho
month renew the threats, and the first
thing you know it will be Dec. 31 and
you will have passed an exemplary
and colorless year And your stock of
egotism won't mount bo hign as it dues
when one makes yearly contracts with
one's couscieiKo- - and abides by them.

New York Commercial Advertiser.

NEW YEAR'S EVE IN PARIS.

Stirring Description of the Scenes In
the Great City's Markets.

Aftei having chanced to spend a
New Year's eve in nearly every coun-
try in Christendom, writes a corre-epond- c.

: l" Pittsburg Dispatch, It
Is my opiiiica that there is more be-

wilderment to gaze upon and more
bedlam to hear In and around the
"hallos" of 1'nris than can be found
compressed in any other spot on earth.
The hallos are the markets of the vast
city, the center Into which pour thou-
sands of trains and vehicles of every
sort from all the country round and
from which Issues the food supply that
keeps H.000,000 people from starving.

Kven ou the most ordinary night of
the year the great Paris market is a
place of entrancing interest. Victor
Hugo describes it In several of his nov-

els. Other French authors have
chosen It as the chief scene in their
works. Zola's "Tho Stomach of Par-Is- "

treats of it. and It llgures In no end
of melodramas that have been trans-!- '

Into every known language.
Moreover,. Itjs so linarlably regarded
as one'otJFtiie great sights of Paris
that uo?Jfprelgncr ever comes hero
without devoting a night to tho ex-

ploration of the quaint neighborhood.
What It is on other nights, however,

Is nothing to whnt all that vicinity be-- a

es on New Year's eve. There la
nothing quite like it nnywhero elso on
the globe. Into a space bounded by
nearly a dozen blocks and flaring In a
light that makes it almost as bright as
day comes a huge proportion of tho
population, some on business, others
on merriment bound, nnd all radiating
with noise. Bunds of itinerant musi-
cians dot the singing sea here and
there, fighting for dear life to keep
their feet In the rush, but all the time
screeching out Instrumental discord.
Temporary booths fringe the side-
walks, behind which are peddlers of
all sorts shrieking their wares so lond
that you might think they were trying
to tempt the inhabitants of Mars to
come and buy. Every little while you
hear what sounds llkp tho sharp re-

port of n pistol shot, but It Is only the
drivers of market wagons notifying in
the crowds to look out for the wheels. ho

Young men nnd Iwys go by In bands,
blowing deafening horns with an ener-
gy that money could not buy. Every
human being among the thousands
who hasn't a horn at his lips is using
that favorite of all weapons for to

Frenchmen his mouth In a way that
would make a bellowing elephant be

blush with envy. And every one Is
either laughing or doing what repre-
sent K, Wr all Pfls im,ai$irj.

' J
' l&EffSrffir-- n n5a swear, Ssfe off i cStssbissj il NfiMWM

isn&i mrrA. v j& ss hsi rs s - jasF nBsascr
. jyv wa . kk mzz . dMBniM?-- -. i&u&r &snfi i i - l i : i a. s j i rcz.'r,J- - i itfiv.nr r iw ;'. sy i i l tt i ii l s fj&'Uh j-- i
'V. U A JY 0 tx'5" 2E0&li WK(oAr K Yyml 7 L Vfl rfLfciWfcSr ED6ERT;cwa,s ir w z w mkMMkpm Jimy
MMaiA .JJ))xu mjaivMUJ I n ffi h ii w tf"3

r2&-- 7 .W U-J-
7' rfc )

&i A X) &C JUDGES SWEAROFF
3& iHB I JLfA KA I 1 IMPOSING FINES AND l

HUSBANDS SrWULO SWEAR OfFUSING A .K'5aS15a- - Ci U H TB1BETO JAL y

m. a i a (kviKiNu "f.. if VTi ' --" ft iu v n u . i s i j.zy-Ju- n imirr fjw

'im IHt'RUipvS.J OFF THIS SORT OFTH1MG
0RDERtNG MORE THAN AFELLOW .7Tr3U--:;-li7-J;lJ-

-0 E feCsv. flg?. --CLk I

ieEFORMHTIO

Of M, JONES.

ONES' recollections of tho previJ ous night were lndellulte Indeed.
Faint gleams of Intelligence, fu-
gitive as a summer zephyr,

came to him as he sat up In bod, but
his efforts to retain and formulate
them Into entitles of thought wore fu-

tile. He remembered having heard
whistles, cannons, flrecrnckers and tin
horns blended in discordant lnhar-inou-

while a large gentleman with n
Hush on his faco like the nurora borca-11- s

in the Klondike leaned affection-
ately over a table and, grasping his
hand, exclaimed with husky effusive
ness, "Ha'y Noo Yearsh. ol' chp!"
There were oth'r gentlemen around
tho table, and all had flushes on their
faces, but Jones lii'd never seen them
before. The poitly gentleman with
the beaming countenance, though. !

mut have been a pretty Jolly fellow
He would look him up.

"Look him up!" Jones thought a
moment while both hands pressed
tightly against either side of his ach-
ing head. "Look him up? Well, 1

guess not. This Is New Year's. This
Is the day I've been looking for. Will
I look him up? Sit still; stay where
you are, my beating, throbbing head.
I shall treat you as tenderly in tho fu-

ture as a father does his only twin. (

No longer; never again shall my stom-
ach rule your brain. Hide with mo I

yet but once, and no more aches shall
ride roughshod from frontal bone to
base. Look him up? This Is the day
of good resolutions, the dawn of ref-
ormations, the moment of reason
with a mind that borrows. Look him
up? Oh. Thomas!"

Thomas responded Jones was pro
vldcd with u up tu, slmving water,
towels, rearranged clothing and break-
fast A modicum of the latter suf-
ficed to stav Ills appetite, not at all
ravenous, and make his head tit tho
hat he had worn the night before.
Then he stood before his dressing
case, gazing at his reflection In the
mirror.

It was enough His own Image, his
face, his eyes, reproached him for the
excesses of a year Ills reformation
should be complete. He would not

"NEVER AGAIN SUAXiIi MY BT01IACH BUXJC
YOUH DRAIN."

drink or smoku. He would not date
his letters 1010 for the first two weeks

1011. He would return all the books
had borrowed and retained during

the year. He would make no calls, ac-

cept no eggnog, no seductive punches,
no would refrain from smiting on
both sides the man who squeezed his
band on tho street and shouted "Same

you" or "noss an' hoss." All of
those things he would let go by, for

was to be n better man.
Full of his good resolutions and

his finest. Jones started down-
town. Too hat be had worn the pre-rto-

sigfci he dlwcawlod. Is Ita place

was a derby of the latest block, ne
felt good. Who hasn't felt Just that
way on New Year's day? Why shouldn't
he fevl good? He was going to be good
These and other things passed through
the mind of Jones before ho discov-
ered that the wind was blowing n gale.
Then he stopped thlnUlug and devoted
his entire ntteutlou to keeping his hat
on.

On tho block going In tho same di-

rection were seventeen old gentlemen
bent on paying calls on boyhood
friends Thlrty-thre- o pretty young la-

dles were also going downtown. Ninety-f-

our smnil boys and girls, some with
old gentlemen, some with the pretty
young ladles, some with newspapers to
sell and some with mind intent upon
mischief, were scattered around. The

IP
in PCRSurr op toe hat.

census of the block also revealed a soil-- '
tary negro, grimy of countenance nnd
expansive as to mouth, sitting with an
air of breezy Insouciance on a brick
cart. Then came Jones' experience.

It was all over In an Instant, and It
would take a klnetoscope and a Dick-
ens properly to depict It Suddenly
Jones stopped short with an expression
of anticipatory anguish on his face
As Ills overcoat Happed In the breeze
both his arms shot upward and his
bauds were clapped convulsively on his
head. His hat was 'soaring through
the air. That derby of the latest block
was bounding over bumps In the at-

mosphere at the rate of a million a
minute, and Jones' hair, overloug, was
fluttering. He paused for a moment,
hopeful, expectant, but no help came,
and ho started after It.

"Yah, yah, yah!" yelled the negro on
the cart, throwing his feet up in an
ecstasy of mirth as he saw Jones dash
Ing down the street In pursuit of the
hut.

"no. ho, ho!" laughed the seventeen
old gentlemen, clapping their hands
nnd dancing around.

"Shriek, shriek, shriek!" came from
the thirty-thre- e pretty young ladles.

"Keep "Eat 'im up. coat-tails!- "

"Wliat's your hnrry?" "Oh. look
at the man, sister!" "Papa, he's chas
In' his lint!" "Catch It!" merry ha-ha-

catcalls, hoots and pertinent com-
ments from the ninety-fou- r small chil-

dren.
"D V said Jones as he overtook the

hat nnd stamped on It with the force
and vigor of nn enraged human being.
"D hats! D old gentlemen! D-p- retty

girls! D New Year's resolu-
tions! D a man that'll make an as3
of himself running after his hat! If
I'd waited some bloomln' Idiot would
have chased It for me. Good resolu-
tions, with n mashed hat and a wind
like this! I'll look up my fat friend."

"All right, boss; wait n minute." said
the negro cabman late that night
"Jos' gib me do key. Ah'U git yo' In

dotouse all right, nn' we won't 'sturb
nobody. Reckon yo'd better let me
put yo' f bed."

"Wha's z'mar-ze- r wh-wbe- Thorn
as?" demanded a voice as tho owner
St It got unsteadily out of the cob on
the asm of the driver and caromed
with a six Inch balk line he seemed to
be rtMrina clear of to tbe front door.

The voice was Jones'; the man was
Jones. Hut. oh, how different:" Ills
overcoat was buttoned ou a bias; his
hat was crushed in; his toes turned
backward when he tried to go ahead;
his face, whose Image had reproached
him twelve hours before, was flushed,
but It was Jones, and he had met his
fat friend.

REAL NEW YEAR BELLS.

Some of the Famous One That Ring
In the New Twelvemonth.

In tho early days of the American
republic the new year was announced
In Philadelphia by tho ringing of what
Is now known as tho Liberty bell.

After the events of July 4, 177G,

made the bell one of tho most price-
less relic of tho nation custodians
of Independence hall restricted Its use.
fearing some mishap, and nfter 1SC0

the bell was no longer used for the
new year salute. In 1S32, in celebra-
tion of George Washington's birthday,
it was rung and not again for three
years, when, July S. IS:!,", while the
funeral procession of Chief Justice
Marshall was passing, the bell was
tolled.

Suddenly the noto grew discordant.
An Investigation was made. It was
found that a era I; had been started.
The bell had completed Its task. No
more would It greet the new year or
pay tribute to the nation's great Hut
from the tower of liberty's cradle an-

other boll always welcomes the com-
ing of n new year.

Hefore It collapsed the campanile of
Florence had a set of chimes famous
the world over. Copenhagen. Ghent,
Amsterdam, Oxford, Itouen and Nu-
remberg have bells famous alike for
their beauty and their historical Im
ortance All of these are used to

hall the start for a new twelvemonth.
Buuyan's hell. No. 1. In the alphabet

peal, lu the tower of Elstow church.
Kngland. Is the Mecca for many an
admirer of the creator of "Pilgrim's
Progress " Hunyan was noted as a
bell ringer, and none could get more
beauty out of these chimes than tho
lough village blacksmith.

ICnglaud has always revered its New
Vcar peals and the associations they
bring to mind. It is nothing unusunl
for a wealthy member of an English
parish to include In his will a bequest
which shall Insure the ringing of a
merry peul on the recurrence of New
Vear eve.

One of the most loved bells of ICng

laml is that of St. Mnry-le-bo- Cheap
side, London, which forms the basis
for n proverbial expression meant to
convey emphatically n London natlv
Ity, "Born within the sound of How
bells."

Oldest of New Year chimes In the
United Stntes Is that of Christ church.
In Philadelphia. Philadelphia was a
colonial town when they were brought
from England nt great expense nnd in
stalled, to become one of the wonders
of the city.

It requires eight men to ring these
bells, the primitive methods still beluc
adhered to. In the modern method the
player sits in front of a keyboard of
an octave and a half and plays the
black and white keys as be would a
piano.

An electric motor supplies the power
in this modem form of bells.

The most auplent church boll In the
United States was recently discovered
by Goveruor M. A. Otero of New Mex
Ico. The bell bears date 1355 and
was undoubtedly brought over to this
country by the first Spanish settlotw
uud used to call the early Indian con
verts to the mlssJou services.' As the centuries went by it was
hung succusslvely in n mission church
In one of the seven Itles of Cibola,
next nt 6ran Quivera a&d finally in
the church at Algondenea, where It
bos rested until now.

THE NEW YEAR.

NEW Year, I look straight In your eye.
ways and our interests blend.

Xou may be a foe In disguise.
But I shall brlleve you a friend.

We get what we give tn our menBure;
JJVe cannot give pain and get pleasure.
I give you good will and good cheer,
And you must return It, Now Year.

IVJii get what we give tn this life,
Though often the giver Indeed

.Walts long upon doubting and strife
Ere proving tho truth of his creed.

But somewhere, some way and forever

"I OIVB TOO OOOD WIM AND CHKEH."

Reward Is tho nwssd of endeavor.
And If I nm really worth while.
New Vear. you will glvo me your smile.

"V'OU hide In your mystical hand
- No luck that I cannot control-I- f

I trust my own courago and stnnd
On tins Infinite strength of my soul.

Mun hkcs In his brain and his spirit
A power that Is godlike, or near it,
Ai J ho who has measured his force
Ci.i. govern events In their course.

X'OU come with a crown on your brow,
1- New Year, without blemish or spot.

Vet )ou nnd not 1. sir. must bow,
For Time Is the servant of Thought.

Ni.-.tcAe- r you bring ino of trouble
Bl.ull turn into good and then double
Ir ir.y spirit looks up without four
To the bource that you came from. New

Veji
-- Klla Wheeler Wilcox.

A New Year's Hope Song,
liuither, listen ln-r- a little to the song of

out-- who r.i uwu
Wljv Dip ilppli-'- s cm thn river and tho red

i hi, the lu'p-O- no

to ulio-- u voice lins whispered while
his Ik'jii Mood still to hear

Unv ino bloom Is un the bramble, why
lovu's unshli gilds tho tear.

l.uten; 'tis a humble mecsage brief us
we umild wish our cares,

8weet as soil played twilight music steal-
ing oVr u unawares.

This 11 15 the richest leaping of reward
your loll will uilng

When you ihlnk nobody listens to the lit-
tle songs nu sing.

'TIs the nt;,r.tlngale Imprisoned In tho fast
ness or a cage,

Where no answering phllomela's notes his
pining may assuage

(Us the song that sways the heartstrings
with the loneliness it breathes.

His the power that the poet hath In- -
twlnod ulth laurel wreaths.

Crying out against the darkness, praying
for un echoed call.

In a thrilling, throbbing cadence hear his
pleadings rise and fall.

Bo God lets us trflnk our musla on a. cal-
lous world we tllng

Lets us think nobody' listens to the little
songs we sing.

Courage, brothers, while a clamor from
the busy world max rise,

Pilling all the songlcss spaces 'neath the
overarching skies,

While v.'e feel our little murmur may be
heard by none but us,

.Sing, sing on, though hearts may falter:
It U best labor thus.

Some one here or there or yonder hears
no sound amid it all

But the cadence of our carols as they
bravely rise and fall.

And the very hope it yearns for to some
weary soul nay bring

iThlle you thirfic nobody Itstena to the Ht- -

tlo songs you sing. -

-- Strli
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Thai U
NINETEEN-ELEVEN- !

Tempus is fugiting. It has the habit
We sprint forever after days to come-A- s

swiftly as the nimble jackass

rabbit
We dream each year will bring us For-

tune's plum

And through the Future stretch our
hands to grab it,

Only to find, in spite of our endeavor.
Next year it is as far away as ever.

deals. Twelve months have-gon- e

TIME
to the discard

Since last we had to pen our New
Year's greeting,

And now the date relurns and hits

With melancholy du!i of repealing.

The form with fresh remarks we inter-

lard,

Like "Turn a new page here," and
"Life is fleeting."

The same we've said, with lame at-

tempts to vary.

Each year and will again next January.

WITH high resolves today our
are warm.

This is the happy season that wt
swear off.

We are protected from Temptation's

storm.
At least until our resolutions wear off.

Well, it is good we've one day for re-

form.

In view of what on other days we-tea- r

off.

Our vows at least may aid the paving
movement

In Colonel Satan's latest town improve-

ment

AND, speaking
earth

of improvement,

Have you observed the clip we have
been going?

Old Nineteen-te- n had reason for his
mirth,

And Uncle Sam can be excused for
crowing.

Accomplishment has so increased its.

girth

That what this year may bring there-i- s

no knowing.
In twelve months we may all of us be

flying

Or break our ailerons and necks m
trying.

"TTS New Year's! . Let us think ai
things are new,

And so they are for us till we have
won them.

This moment differs from all moments
through.

The paths of Kfe are novel as we run
them.

Whatever are our deeds, it still is true
This is the first time this time we

have done them.
Nineteen-eleve- n wipe out last year

sorrow.
And NiaetecD-tweb- a It fnr. dnt t
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